CHAPTER 29 
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What time is a thief most likely to sneak into your house? 
What? What kind of fucking question is that? 


It was exam week, much to everybody's dismay. Justin had been doing alright so 
far, but then there were questions like this that just threw him for a loop. Not 
necessarily because they were difficult to answer mind you, though it kind of was, 
but because they made no sense. What subject would this even fall under, 
socialnomics? Justin took a quick glance around the room, at each of the others as 
they took their test. 


To his front he had Yukiko, who didn't seem the slightest bit puzzled by the 
questions. She very rarely seemed to pause in between her answers, seemingly 
answering questions before even reading the question. She was on fire. Pun 
intended. Then there was Chie, who furiously erased the marks on her scantron 
every five seconds. They usually say your first answer is the best answer, but alas, 
Chie seemed unconvinced. Hell, he was sure she spent more time changing her 
answers then actually writing any down. Justin kinda felt bad. Maybe if he had 
stopped being a sarcastic prick when they were studying she might not be doing so 
poorly. 


Justin had to take a quick glance towards the front of the room before turning 
backwards and seeing how Yosuke and Yu were doing. Luckily, the English teacher 
had apparently left the room for a brief moment to use the bathroom. Justin turned 
his head ever so slightly so that he could see the two out of the crack of his eye, 
nothing more. Yosuke didn't look like he was writing anything; he seemed to just be 
tapping his eraser on the side of his skull, his head cushioned by his other arm. Yu... 
Well, Yu had apparently been curious as to how Justin was going about his test. 
Which was really awkward because it sorta looked like Justin had been cheating 
right about now. Justin shrugged it off and looked back at his own paper. He didn't 
need to impress Yu anyway, and so long as he didn't write anything immediately 
after scanning the room like that, it wouldn't look like he saw a single answer. 


Justin starred at the question for a good few minutes or so. What time WOULD a 
thief try to sneak into his house? The thing about Justin was that he never really 
answered a question based on what he knew; rather he just eliminated every 
answer that didn't make sense. You wouldn't know it to look at him, but he was 
doing a good dozen or so possible scenarios of when someone would break into 
someone's house in his head. There were only four choices, after all, so he only 
needed to account for four possibilities, no? 


8 AM 


3 PM 

8 PM 

12 AM 

Alright, let's start with 3 PM. The average work day starts at around 8, ends at about 
2; that means that someone would be arriving home at around 3 o'clock. It wouldn't 
be a great time to steal a television, that's for damn sure. So we can rule that out. & 
o'clock PM is difficult to say. | would assume most people will be home at that time, 
but alas, adults probably go out to go drinking at around that time. That still leaves 
children, and most likely teenagers. So we can cross that out too. That leaves 12 
and 8 AM. Both are viable tactics. At 12, its dark, everyone's asleep. If you're quiet 
and do your job right, not a single person will know you were there. On the 
alternative, 8 am is when everyone is out at work or school, eliminating all need for 
sneaking around. Though it is in broad day light, which can be problematic... 

Justin was putting way too much thought into this one question. It had been about 
two minutes since he started working on it, which is probably one minute and fifty 
seconds more than he should. Besides, he wasn't getting very far on the logic train. 
He decided to pick one at random. 8 AM it is. Justin moved onto the next question, 
his face scrunching up with slight confusion. 

What does B.C. stand for? 


What was he, in Kindergarten? This had to be the stupidest and easiest question he 
had ever seen in all his life. Only an idiot could get this wro- 


"Psst. Justin!" 

Justin turned around to Yosuke softly becokining him towards his direction. 
"What did you get for thirty two?" 

Justin paused for a moment before turning towards his paper. 

Question 32. What does B.C. stand for? 

He turned back around towards Yosuke, shaking his head with disgust. 
"It's Before Crime, you idiot." 

"Thought so. Thanks." 


It obviously wasn't before crime, but if Yosuke was too stupid to figure out what B.C. 
stands for, then he totally deserved the wrong answer Justin gave him. 
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Which of the following is a perfect number? 

The fuck is a perfect number? Justin thought to himself. He considered himself fairly 
good at math, but never had he heard of a perfect number. Maybe they meant 
prime number? No, that can't be it; all of these except for six are prime... Wait. All 
of these EXCEPT for six are prime. Six seems like the oddball out, let's go with that. 


Justin furiously scribbled the answer down. It was probably wrong, but goddammit, 
it made sense to him. 


"Shit!" 

Justin turned around to see Yosuke, his face scrunched back in fear; in his hand a 
broken pencil. Chie and Yu soon followed suit. Justin was surprised they were the 
only ones to hear Yosuke. It wasn't like anyone was talking, so that should have 
sounded clear as day to everyone. The three looked at Yosuke, concern in their 
eyes. They all knew how this was going to end for Yosuke if his pencil was broken. 
"Don't you have a spare?" 

"Why would | have a spare?" 

"Because you're supposed to." 

"Oh really? Let me borrow your spare." 

"Yosuke, | use a mechanical pencil. | don't need a spare, | just refill the lead." 
Justin couldn't write using a normal number two pencil. The way it curved around 
the edges hurt his hands too much, so he used a mechanical pencil with a grip at 
the end. Besides, it was much more convenient than sharpening your pencil every 
twelve seconds. 

"Aren't you supposed to use a number two for scantrons?" 

"It doesn't make a difference. Like seriously. None." 

"Chie, you've got a spare, right?" 

"W-well..." 


"Aha! Told you | wasn't the only one." 


"| forgot it in my locker, so what?" 


Yosuke desperately turned to Yu. He was his last hope. 
"Yu, you've got to-" 


Yu held up a spare pencil, cracked right down the middle, all without lifting his eyes 
off of his paper. He was still taking the exam while interacting with Yosuke. Wonder 
how that's gonna work out for his grades. Apparently he had broken his pencil at 
some point during the test, much to Yosuke's mortification. 


"Why, God, why!" 


Justin covered his mouth with the palm of his hand, as he tried to think of a solution 
to the problem. He ended up finding one, though it was really shitty. He took his 
mechanical pencil and pulled out a single piece of lead from its end, handing it off 
to Yosuke. 


"Think you can just fill it in with this?" 
“How the hell am | supposed to hold this?" 
"| don't know! Figure it out!" 


Chie turned around for a brief momen, leaning over to tap on Yukiko's shoulder. 
Yukiko seemed to try to ignore Chie at first; they were taking a test after all, though 
she eventually caved in. 


"Yukiko, do you have a spare pencil?" 

"Huh? Yes, why?" 

"Yosuke broke his. You mind if he borrows it?" 
“Hmm? Oh sure." 


And with that Yukiko quickly handed the pencil off to Chie, who in turn quickly 
passed it off to Yosuke. Justin couldn't help but be a little disheartened. And here he 
had thought the pencil lead would at least be something. He hadn't even considered 
asking Yukiko for one of her spares. Hell, looking up ahead at her, she had like, 
three spare pencils. Good thing these exams weren't on common sense, or else 
Justin would have bombed that one. 


"Thanks Chie." 


Everyone turned their attention back to their exams. Justin was kind of surprised the 
teacher hadn't said anything. They were whispering, yes, but they had to face each 
other on numerous occasions, not to mention they had passed stuff off to each 
other. But then, Justin realized the teachers simply do not care what happens in the 
classroom. At all. He sighed slightly as he picked up his pencil again, trying to find 
his place on the exam. 


Alright. Question 22, which of these is spelled correctly...? 
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Please stop starring at me... 


Third day of exams, everything had been going along smoothly so far. Except now 
King Moron had been in charge of watching the class. And he made sure everyone 
knew it. The amount of death glares he got alone was enough to make him want to 
storm out of that class room, dropping the exam in the trash on the way out. Factor 
in that King Moron kept shouting at random people accusing them of cheating, well; 
Justin was not getting much done. Neither was Chie apparently as she slammed her 
skull into her desk. Justin half expected King Moron to start a scene over it, but alas, 
giving yourself brain damage is not a form of cheating. 


And so Justin tried to scribble answer after answer down in on his scantron, but 
alas... It was like those teeth got bigger and bigger the more Justin tried to ignore 
them. At least in class, he had always preoccupied himself with something at least 
reasonably fun. The exam? Not so much. He was bored out of his mind, as he should 
be, and so his mind kept wandering. Mostly back towards King Moron's huge fucking 
teeth. Like seriously, is he cross breed between a human and a T-Rex? There's no 
way that those teeth can be natural. 


Who advocated "The greatest minds are capable of the greatest vices as well as the 
greatest of virtues?" 


Oh sweet Jesus. He couldn't concentrate, AND the test had just pulled a question on 
him like this. It had to be someone like Socrates or Plato, right? | mean, it was 
philosophy after all. Justin took a look at the four choices presented to him. None of 
them were Socrates, nor Plato. Justin slammed his skull against his desk, much like 
Chie had earlier. 


"Question 42?" Chie whispered over to him. 
"Yep." 


He lifted his skull ever so slightly at the sound of King Moron yelling at some kid by 
the window. He sighed as he scrolled through the names on the list. All of them 
were French as fuck, which certainly wasn't helping Justin. After a while, he decided 
to just pick one at random by closing his eyes and scratching his pencil against a 
letter on the exam sheet. He missed completely the first time, though he ended up 
getting B the second time. He quickly erased the marks in his packet, lest King 
Moron bitch him out, and then turned his attention over to the scantron. 


Alright, next question. Which mountain has the highest elevation in the solar 
system? 


Justin starred at the answers carefully. What in the fuck was a "Chimborazo?" Still, 
his eyes scrolled over each answer. He was about to write down Everest, but then 
something caught his attention. The question had said solar system. Why would it 
say that unless the mountain wasn't on earth, right? He wasn't sure about height 

statistics or anything like that, but he DID know that Mount Olympus was on Mars. 
He filled in the bubble for C, averting his gaze to the next question in the process. 


"Hanamura, | see you back there!" 


Justin looked up before turning his head backwards. Yosuke was quickly leaning 
backwards, silently whistling under his breath. He could tell just by the way he had 
resumed his sitting position like that that Yosuke had been leaning over his shoulder 
trying to see Justin's answers. Justin responded by reaching out, stealing Yosuke's 
pencil, and snapping it in two. Yosuke's mouth was wide open with shock. Though 
whether it was because Justin had just broken his pencil or the fact that the rest of 
the group was unwilling to give him another one was another question entirely. 
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Gah! My fucking hand! 


It was the essay portion of the exam, much to Justin's displeasure. Sure, it meant 
that the exam was over, but it also mean Justin had to write a whole fucking lot. 
Even with the gripped mechanical pencil in his hand, he could feel the tension of his 
finger bones pressing against his muscles tightening. It was physically painful for 
Justin to keep writing after a mere ten minutes. And he had only done a quarter of 
an essay. He still had to write two more. He briefly wondered if cramped hand was 
grounds to go to the nurse. 


And of course the worst part of it all was that it was one of those shitty personal 
essays. Tell us about you? What makes you great? What kind of charity work do you 
do? Tell us about in event that had a profound effect on your life? Describe some of 
your interests." God Justin couldn't stand it. Every time he tried to write something, 
he either sounded like an egotistical fuck or an emo prick. There was just no middle 
ground with those questions. Besides, who honestly can say "this is my best trait." 
That's not for yourself to decide, that's for the people around you to judge you on. 
You can't just say "I'm generous," when in actuality you're a penny pincher, or "I'm 
creative," when you write the same fucking story over and over again. 


Justin took a look around the room, hoping that the others were having as much 
trouble as him. They weren't. Hell, even Chie was keeping a good pace. Justin 


frowned. How was it that everyone but him seemed to know what defines them as a 
person. Before Justin was annoyed, now he just felt like shit. 


He kind of wondered if Yosuke would be able to keep a good pace, though he was 
strangely absent today. Which was strange, because Justin could have swore he saw 
him walking into school this morning. He simply shrugged it off as someone who 
looked identical. Back at his old school, he remembered there was one kid that 
looked exactly like Justin. No relation before you ask. Could be that Yosuke has a 
"twin" of sorts. 


Justin sighed, snapping himself out of his thoughts, before turning his attention back 
towards the essay. Defining characteristic, huh..? Justin starred at his paper for a 
brief moment. There was a bunch of bullcrap about how he thought he was a 
creative and nice person and all that bull. There was no way this was going to net 
him a good grade. He crumpled the paper up before dropping it off to the side. He 
still had more than enough loose-leaf that he could start from scratch. He looked at 
the fresh piece of paper for a brief moment before pressing his pencil against the 
fresh white paper. He knew no one else would dare put this on their paper. His 
would stand out like a diamond in the rough, even if it was for the entirely wrong 
reasons. He swished his pencil shavings off of the paper, a single sentence written 
on the top line: 


| hate everything. 


"It's finally over. Whewwwwww! What a load off! | bet every student feels like this 
after exams are over." 


Yosuke had opened the door to the classroom, stretching his arms behind his back 
as he made his way leisurely to his seat. The school day had already ended, and the 
mid-terms were over. Still, Yosuke was clearly here, so where the fuck had he been 
all day. 

"You weren't even fucking here!" 

"Yeah, well | figured I'd get the same score if | wasn't here as if | was." 

Justin half-agreed with him. He had to ask what B.C. stood for. B. Fucking. C. Still, 
statistically speaking, this was completely incorrect, and Justin intended to take full 
advantage of that fact. 

"You get ten points just for writing your name!" 

"Isn't that just a myth?" Yukiko piped up. 

"It's a technicality. Each essay is worth 30 points, there was three of them, that's 90 


points. That means you get ten points for free. Just by the very act of writing your 
name on a piece of paper and handing it in, you get ten points." 


He stopped for a moment to turn to Yosuke. 

"How does it feel getting a lower score than someone who just wrote their name?" 
"Dude, whatever. It's not like it counts that much to the final grade." 

Justin couldn't help but shake his head with disgust. 

"Hey, quiet down!" 


Justin forcibly blinked twice. Did Chie just tell me to shut up? We/l/ guess who's not 
getting help studying next time. 


"So what did you write for number seven? The one about what 'that' referred to in 
the sentence." 


"Um... | put her sorrowful expression." 

"Oh crap, then | got it wrong! | put, the rice cakes on top of the table." 

"Rice cakes...? Wait, was that what the story was about...?" 

"| don't even REMEMBER that question." 

Justin tried to say it is nonchalantly as possible, but deep down he was panicking. 
He didn't remember this question, so there was the slightest possibility he might 
have overlooked it. The problem with that lies in the fact that he didn't leave any 
blank spots on his scantron, which means every answer from seven onwards on that 
portion of the test would be wrong. Please /et me just not remember the question... 
"Alright, I'm giving up on composition. I'm betting it all on geography!" 

Chie turned towards Justin, a smile sweeping across her face. 

“What did you choose for the tallest mountain in the solar system?" 

"Olympus, | think." 


"Same." Yu added on. 


"Oh, | put that one too." Yukiko spoke up, slightly excited that others had gotten the 
same answer. It only meant she was more likely to be right, after all. 


Chie's smile disappeared almost immediately, her eyes wide with dread. 
"Oh seriously!? | chose the wrong one..." 


"Whoa! You too!? Then it's probably the right answer..." 


Justin gave Yosuke a glare, as he crossed his arms. 
"What, me and Yu weren't enough?" 

"Nonono, | didn't mean it like that!" 

"Yes you did." Yu added. 

Yosuke sighed, pinching his forehead. 


"Boy, | can't wait for our grades to be posted in the hallway where everyone can see 
‘em. Geez..." 


"First, maybe you should have actually showed up for the test. Second, they fucking 
do that!?" 


"Yeah." 

"Ugh, | wish | knew that BEFORE | wrote my essay..." 

"Wh-Why. What did you write about?" 

Chie looked as though she was going to strangle Justin. He raised a single eyebrow 
at her in confusion. It took a second for it to quite click why she had gotten so 
angry. She assumed that he had written about them as a couple, for whatever 
reason. Seriously, could you even write about dating in a personal essay? | mean, | 
guess you COULD, but why would you do that when King Moron's probably the one 
grading the tests. 

“Wow, way to jump to conclusions. I'm not that stupid you know." 

"Well | don't Know about that." 

"Hey Yosuke. Want me to snap something other than your pencil?" 

"N-No?" 

"Then shut your mouth, before | shut it for you." 

He quickly back stepped away from Justin, his hands raised up to eye level. Justin 
rubbed at his forehead for a brief moment before he started to pick up some chit- 
chat from a few students near the door. 


"Hey, did you hear? A TV station is filming here in town." 


The rest of the group seemed to perk up at the mention of the TV station, their 
interest peaked by whatever it was the two were talking about. Justin couldn't 


understand why. | mean, they had local news, right? So what's the big deal? There's 
always a TV station filming in Inaba. 


"They're probably just doing more stuff about that hanging corpse." 
"No, it's not that. You know the highway nearby? They're gonna cover those biker 
gangs that hang around there. A friend of mine goes to the biker meetings 


sometimes. | heard it from him." 


"Dude, what are you doing hanging out with a guy in a biker gang? Well, anyways... 


The two then got off the topic of the biker gangs and moved onto some bullcrap 
about a group bind date or something. Justin wasn't even sure how that would work. 
| mean, part of the point of a blind date is that you know nothing about a person. 
When you do a group blind date, how do you know who gets who. | mean, wouldn't 
that kind of boil down to the parties choosing their date? Kind of defeats the 
purpose. Not that there was ever a purpose to blind dating in the first place. 
Whoever though blind dating was a good idea. 

"Biker gang?" 


Justin snapped back into reality as Yukiko spoke up. Yeah, why don't you just shout, 
LOOK AT ME, | WAS EAVESDROPPING while you're at it, Yukiko. 


"Oh yeah... They raise a ruckus from time to time. | guess your place is too far away 
to hear 'em." 


"We live right by the road. The noise can drive you insane." 

"| haven't heard any bikers." 

"Really? Don't you live, like a block down from Chie's house?" 

"Yep." 

“Huh. They must not drive by your house. | can't imagine why, though." 
"You know, | hear some guys at this school are part of it, too." 

Justin raised an eyebrow. 

"Wait, don't they need a certain kind of license to ride a motorcycle?" 
"Yeah, why?" 


"Can they even get one while they're still in high school?" 


Yosuke opened his mouth, though no words came out. It seemed he didn't have an 
answer to that. It could very well be the case that they couldn't, though Yosuke 
certainly didn't know. 

"There's also that rumor about that first-year student who's a total hellraiser. One of 
the guys at Junes said the dude's been a legend ever since middle school." He 
paused for a brief moment, his face scrunched up as though he were trying to think. 
"Although... Was he in a biker gang...?" 

"You said first-year, right?" 

"Yeah." 


"Probably not. I'm not sure what the age is for getting a motorcycle license, but | 
know for a fact it ain't fifteen." 


"D-Did you say he was a legend?" 

Justin turned to give Yukiko a funny look. She was practically glowing at the 
prospect, though why was certainly in question. Justin didn't take Yukiko as the kind 
of girl who was into bad-boys. Justin nonetheless slipped Yu a quick glance. He 
seemed almost a little pissed. He wanted a name, and he wanted it now. 

"Uh... It's not what you think, Yukiko." 


“Huh? What do you mean?" 


Justin decided to try to explain things in terms Yukiko could understand. She was a 
bookworm, so maybe he could try appealing more to that side of her. 


"Alright, you know the difference between famous and infamous, right?" 
“"Mhmm." 

"Alright, that's what they mean by legendary. He's just a guy that's infamous." 
"Oh! Okay, | get it." 

Chie turned her attention towards Justin for a brief moment. 

"What exactly IS the difference between famous and infamous?" 


"Infamous us when you're known in a negative light. Like, everyone hates person x; 
so he's infamous. But everyone loves person y; so he's famous." 


“Damn | got that one wrong too." 


Chie borrowed her head in-between her arms and onto her desk. It certainly was 
looking like she didn't do so hot on the exams. 


"God, my parents are going to kill me." 
"Nothing a little white out can't fix." 
"Isn't that cheating?" 


"It's not changing your grade; it's just changing what your parents think your grade 
is. Besides, it's only cheating if you get caught. Right, Yosuke?" 


“Huh? What do you mean?" 

Justin reached into his pocket, digging around for something. The gang was used to 
Justin pulling out his lighter after digging into his pockets like that; though this time 
they were surprised to see him pull out a single quarter in his hand. Yu and Chie 
almost immediately recognized it though, as he tossed it over to Yosuke. 

"I call heads." 


Yosuke picked up the coin, examining both sides. Double-sided coin. It took a 
second for it to really set in what he was looking at. 


"Wait, you mean." 

"And that's why you always check the coin before a flip." 

"Why, you little...!" 

"| would run if | were you." Yu piped in casually from where he was sitting. 
"From Yosuke? Please. What's he going to do, pun-" 

While Justin's head had been turned towards Yu, he felt an immense amount of 
force on the right side of his head. It was a wonder his neck didn't snap. He pressed 
his hand against his cheek, before looking down at the ground to see an entire 
English book. Youske had chucked an entire FUCKING ENGLISH BOOK at him. 
"Yosuke..." 

"Yeah?" He was smirking right now. 

"Three..." 


"Huh?" 


"Two..." 


"Oh please, not again." 
"One." 


Yosuke made a mad dash to the door. He made it this time, though that was 
because Justin hadn't actually given chase. 


"Aren't you going to go after him?" 

"Don't need to." 

Just then the group could hear the sounds of King Moron shouting outside the 
classroom. It became painfully clear why Justin hadn't chased after Yosuke. In his 
haste, he had bumped straight into King Moron. Justin, of course, had saw him 
coming before Yosuke even ran for the exit. 


“Running in the hallways, eh! Think you can break the rules!? You're comin’ with 
me, punk!" 


"W-Wait, | can explain!" 

Justin smirked as he heard King Moron dragging Yosuke off to wherever it was he 
was being dragged off too. The door to the classroom was still open, so he got a 
nice view of Yosuke being dragged by the arm, struggling to break free of King 
Moron's grasp. More importantly, was Yosuke flipping Justin off once he caught a 
glance of him through the doorway, to which Justin simply waved back. 

"Jesus, you are one sadistic bastard." Yu spoke up. 


"It's good to be king." 


